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OLD BULLETS 


I'VE GOT YOU RIGHT IN MY 
CROSS-HAIRS, U-LEEN HAPPY. | 


ME AND MY TEAM HAVE BEEN 
LIVING A MONKISH LIFE OF MEDITATION 
AND MARTIAL ARTS PRACTICE, BUT 
NOW We'VE LOST THE PLOT AND 
THE FORCE OF OUR TRUE-LOONEY- 
SELVES IS ABOUT TO BE REALISED. 


THERE'S NO ESCAPE, 


U-LEEN. I’M GONNA DO YOU 
LIKE T DID YOUR SON-OF-A- 
BASTARD HUSBAND. 


I'M JUST 
POPPING OFF TO 
THE LAVATORY. 


STAY RIGHT 
WHERE YOU ARE, BARRY, 
YOU COWARDLY PUDDLE OF 
PISSY CUSTARD. 


ANYONE 
CAUGHT 
DESERTING ME 


NOW WILL BE 
SHOT... 


ASSEMBLE THE MEN ON 
THE FACTORY FLOOR, HAND 
OUT WEAPONS AND DRAW 

. A THIN RED LINE. 


REMEMBER, 
BOOGA, IT’S 
IMPERATIVE THAT 


| I TAKE OUT U-LEEN. } 
DO WHA’ 


ITEVER 


Ww 
YOU'VE GOT TO DO | 


TO MAKE THAT 
HAPPEN. 


DON’T 
WORRY, TANK 
GIRL, I GOT 

YOUR BACK. AND 
YOUR FRONT. AND 
YOUR SIDES. 


\ THEY LL NEVER 
BY RED LINE -NoT WHILE nega 
THERE'S STILL LAGER 


L 
RUNNING THROUG' 
MY VI 


BINS! 


i\ 
GO! GO! 
(Tl 
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THIS IS le 
AMAZING! WE HAVE ALL .-BUT NOW WE'RE 
THE DISCIPLINE AND HONED ( FREE TO USE ‘EM IN ANY 
TALENTS OF CARIOCA... DIRTY WAY WE CHOOSE! 


u 


OLD ON. 
IT’S GONNA 
BE OKAY... 


THE LAST OF THE 
BOUNTY HUNTERS... 


SHE'S KILLED HIM WITH ONE PUNCH! 
HE WAS MY BEST FRIEND...GET ‘EM 
MALLORY, MAKE ‘EM PAY... 


YOU'RE FIRST, 
ELECTRIC LES, YOU 
DOUBLE-CROSSING 

ARSE-FACE/ 


YOUR HEAD‘'S CERTAINLY 
GOT BIGGER THAT'S FOR 
DAMNED SURE! 


ACK! DON’T 
UNDERESTIMATE ME, FUCKFACE, 
MY POWERS HAVE GROWN 
IN SIZE SINCE WE LAST MET/ 


NOT BEFORE T 
RIP OFF YOUR HEAD 


AND STICK IT ON 
YOUR FOOT. 


THAT WES 
.. BECAUSE 
YOUR BEST IT'S GONNA BE 
SHOT... YOUR LAST. 


YOu 
KILLED MY 
HUSBAND, YOU 
SILLY LITTLE 
BITCH. 
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OODBYE TO YOUR 


SAY G 
FRIENDS, DARLING. AND SAY HELLO TO 
U-LEEN’S FIST OF INSTANT DEATH/ 
. 
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CHARLIE... 
CHARLIE...YOU 
MADE ME 


T THINK 
sue! 8 FUCKING —_— THAT YOU WERE 
 Fuckine pean J 
< Vif, 


ics 


+ 
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ERM...GORRY T 
NO - JUST pe BUTT IN ON YOUR LOVELY RE LINION, 
VERY RELAXED. HOW BUT YOU'VE GOT A FACTORY FULL OF KIDS 
I THOUGHT You WERE KNOW WHAT Tr’ NE. BEEN HERE WHO THINK YOU'RE ABOUT TO hog 
FUCKING DEAD TOO. UP TO, ANYHOW? THEM ALL WITH YOUR STRANGE POWERS. 


HUH? ...OH YES, 
OF COURSE. 


S IT’S OKAY, 
KIDS. YOU'VE BEEN SAVED 
FROM THE EVIL EXPLOITATIVE 
CLUTCHES OF U-LEEN HAPPY. 


AND YOU CAN 
KEEP THIS PLACE AND 
TURN IT INTO A TOY 

FACTORY. 


OUR FRIEND ELECTRIC LES 
Ol ie E TOO 


SO I GUESS 
WE'RE GONNA 
NEED TO DISPOSE 
OF ALL THIS 
UNWANTED STOCK 
SOMEHOW... 


WHASSAT? 
» TOY FACTORY? ME? 


OH...YES... ABSOLUTELY. 


GOIM...GOIM... 
GOIM.. 


HANG ON A MINUTE, WHAT ABOUT 
THE KIDS? WE GO FEEDING THEN WE MUST 
THEM STRO! - MAKE THE MOTHER OF 
ALL SHANDIES! 


THE VELVET 
MORNING AFTER... 
ULULIRRRR... ) 


a 


NOT GOOD. NO WONDER 
SHE LOOKED LIKE AN 
ORANGE MICHELIN MAN 
WITH A WIG ON. 


HOW ABOUT ALL 
COMING BACK TO MY NEW 
STATELY HOME FOR A 
WEEK'S RIN'R? 


SEE IF THERE'S ANYTHING 
WORTH WATCHING. 


AW FUCK/ NOT QUIZ BINGO! 
WHY CAN'T THESE FUCKERS 
LEAVE ME ALONE?! 


ANP NOW ON 
FS.B.C. WE BRING 
YOU AN ALL- NEW 
SERIES OF EVERYONE'S 
FAVOURITE SHOW - 


QUIZ BINGO! TURN rr OEP 


BEFORE I KILL 
YOUR TELEVISION. 


WELCOME 
TO QUIZ BINGO! 
ILL BE YOUR HOST 
ANDY ANSWERS AND 
HELPING ME TONIGHT 
1S MY GLAMOURPUSS 
ASSISTANT BARNEY 
FARNSBARNS! 


NOW THIS REALLY IS 
WHAT I CALL FUCKING = 
GOOD TELEVISION... ; ..MAYBE WE 
ES SHOULD SIGN UP TO BE 
CONTESTANTS? 


GAME OVER. 


FIRST DAY AT HIGH SCHOOL 

STUCK IN A CLASSROOM AWAY FROM MY OLD MATES 
A METROPOLIS OF CONCRETE BUILDINGS 

TWO THOUSAND FACELESS KIDS 


I WAS FRESH-FACED AND TRUSTING 

THIS NEW WORLD ec BE FUN 

TO YOU I WAS A SITTING DUCK 

EASY PREY ON WalICH 10 DEMONSTRATE YOUR POWER 


FIRST LESSON - MUSIC 

YOU STOOD AT THE FRONT OF THE CLASS 
WITH YOUR THINNING BEETHOVEN HAIR 
AND YOUR BOOMING BARITONE ROAR 


YOU ASKED ME TO COME FORWARD 

ME, NOT KNOWING WHAT TO EXPECT 

WOULD I BE ASKED TO SING? 

SHAKE A PLASTIC BOTTLE FULL OF DRIED PEAS? 


FROM ON TOP OF THE CUPBOARD 

YOU TOOK DOWN A BAMBOO CANE, SPLIT AT ONE END 
AND THRASHED ME ACROSS THE PALM OF MY HAND 
THREE TIMES 


AND THAT'S WHAT ANYONE WOULD GET 
IF THEY STEPPED OUT OF LINE 

IN YOUR VERY IMPORTANT CLASS 

IN THIS SAUSAGE-FACTORY SCHOOL 


I'VE NEVER FORGOTTEN YOU 

AND THE IMPRESSION YOU MADE 

ABOUT WHAT TO EXPECT FROM THE BIG BAD WORLD 
AND HOW FAIR PEOPLE IN AUTHORITY COULD BE 


YOU'RE PROBABLY DEAD NOW 

WHICH IS NO CONSOLATION PRIZE 

SO I HOPE THIS IS A FITTING EPITAPH 
YOU FUCKING HORRIBLE CUNT 


JORMAL 


9’ 
\ 


~~ 


I WANT IT BACK TO NORMAL 

FOR ALL THAT SHIT TO GO AWAY 

I WANT IT BACK TO HOW IT WAS BEFORE 
THAT UGLY, FATEFUL DAY 


I DON’T WANT TO CARE ABOUT ANYTHING 
WORRY AND RESPONSIBILITY ARE NOT MINE 

I WANT A CLEAN SLATE 

AND I WON'T TAKE THE BAIT 

WHEN IT’S WAVED IN FRONT OF ME NEXT TIME 


AND IT’S EASILY DONE - I'M SURE IT IS 
I WON'T HAVE TO SEARCH FOR THE KEY 
IT WAS HERE ALL THE TIME 

SO THE VERY LAST UNE 


IS 
THE CORRECT ANSWER IS YOU AND ME 


